50 TheT'ragedy of O thello 

R’ km, I am glad I hausfoutKitbis'napkft^] so SxitXMuitol Dtf, 
This was her firft remembranccfrenrithc Moore, Jon iisv ; 

My wayward husbaad^bath a hundred times Msw'f sonol , 
Wooedmeto fteale it.butfherolouesthetokcnyoTvll si M> 
For he coninr’d her, (he fhould euer keepe it,- -f - ' . u .v nA 

That (he referues it ewer morcabout her,- •• ; ' ■ K) 

To ki(Te 5 atid calke to ; lleha the worketane out, 

And giu’t 7^0 whatjbefl doe wsth.it!, 

Heaoen kno wes,not I, ,b-v.d Aitfnlago. ii:- : j or 

I nothing,but to pleafc his fantafic. 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone ? iMT 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a tiling for you. 
lag. A thing for me, it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha ? 

lag To haue a foolifh wife, 

Em. 0,is that *11? what will you giue me now. 

For that fame handkerchiefe ?. ' ' - * 7 ;f:3 f - rjvtthlbnA 

lag. What handkerchiefe? moo* oq 

Em. What handkerchiefe ? y:*ibswdJO 

Why tint the Moore firft gauetO Dxfdemona, irttl'am- 
That which fo often you didbid me fteale; r. ..an*. > ziT 

lag. Ha’ftftoleicfromber? > 10* 

Em. No faith, (he let it-dtopby negligence, ob aw oalW 

And to the aduantage,! being her^eoke it^pK -tOf. - i v: -rilil 

• Looke,here it is. .li oujalxi son all 

lag. A good wench giue it fwexnorr^L! 

Em. What will you doe with it, 

That you haue bin fu earned to haue me filch it ? 

lag. Why, what’s that tfc-yon ? liuni uoy X® 

Em. Iflt be not for fosne purpofe of imporr. Id oJ ms I .A»0 
Giue mee’ti^HMWlfpOore Lady, (hec’ll run m*d V*® 

When (he (ball lackc it. 

lag. Be not you acknowne on’t,I haue vfc (or it go leaue tr,t} 
I will in fa fit o' s lodging lo(c this napkin, Exit Em* 

And let him find it : Trifles light asayre. 

Are to the iealouSjConfirmationsftrong ■ ' * ; r 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe fomething : 

The Moore already changes with my poifon, 

.ft c i i> an 


the <£K£oore of V< en ice. 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 
which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft ; 

But with a little aft vpon the blood. Enter Othello. 

Burns like the mines of fulphurc : I did fay fo : 

Look where he comcs,not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufic firoppsof che vrorld. 

Shall euer naedecine thee to that fweet llcepc^ 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? ; ' 

la?. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke. 

I fweare;tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know’t a little. 

fag. How now,my Lord? 

Oih. What fence had I of her ftolne houresoflulb 
I faw’t not .thought it not,it harm’d not me, 

I flf pt the next night well, was free, and merry j 
X found not Cafsio’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’J.not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’c, and hee’snot rob’d at all. 

Jag. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the generall Campe, 

Pyoners,and all,had tailed her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farewell content { 

Farewell the plumed troops, and the big wanes. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the (brill T rumpe. 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,the eare-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomps, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The immortal Jones great clamors counterfeit ; 
Va.revie\\,OtheIloe’s Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. ]ft pofsible my Lord ? 

Oth. V illaine,be fure thou proue my Loue & whore? 

Be fare of it.giuc me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 
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